while the well-bred among the audiencfc told each other con-
fidentially that he was an Oxford man. Harry Champion hit
the bull's-eye of British humour by singing about boiled beef and
carrots. Charlie Chaplin as the drunken swell fell out of his
stage-box in the Mumming Birds5 stage-on-a-stage sketch.

The audience applauded everything: I never remember dis-
approval. A Hebrew comedian, who caricatured the most
marked facial and other characteristics of the Jews, was en-
thusiastically received; so was the gentle and magnanimous
Jew in 'Only a Jew5 who triumphed over his Gentile adversary
in a stupendous life-and-death struggle in which the two threw
lamps, chairs and practically everything else on the stage at
each other. Manly or patriotic sentiments, lustily sung, were
enough to gain applause that genius might often have envied,
A large man in a red shirt, riding breeches and sombrero, a
simple soul from the great open spaces, regularly brought down
the house by singing this verse:

My father was a white man
Who bore an honoured name,
My mother was a paleface
Whose life was without shame:
I never will disgrace them,
Temptation I'll defy,
I'll always be a white man,
A white man till I die-hie.

Another, a retired colonel who in retirement could not break
himself of the habit of wearing his regimental mess kit, came on
the stage accompanied by two ladies who from the circle passed
easily as his nieces and moved a 1912 audience, to whom King
George was practically unknown, almost to tears with this
refrain:

'God save the King!'
Can't you hear them shouting,
Can't you hear them shouting
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